184	PRISON LETTERS
September 3.
Your last letters have come in quite decent time and
are such a joy. Do take care of yourself, stay in bed and
don't worry about me. I put up I Ib. last week, and
am not going to hunger-strike, but get fit and strong.
I'm painting a lot and using this jail as a rest-cure 1
As far as I am concerned you can be quite happy, for
I really wanted a rest.
The bottled jellies were lovely and the grapes charm-
ing. I have hung three bunches up on the bars of
our cage, where the sun shines through them.
That cheque I sent is for you, with my love. I will
send another for the fur coat. Let me know about
how much. No hurry.
It's Miss Daly who is trying for a visit, not Mrs.
We are so glad that you can put her up and look
after her.
Two lovely little Florentine picture-books arrived from
Clare. A great joy. And papers, etc., from Patricia.
People are so kind. Mrs. C. is much more comfort-
able the last few days. I had been getting a bit
anxious, she is so frail. She has a wonderful spirit,
and we joke away. We yelled over your last letter,
with the big *D' (omitted). Don't go to jail as a
proxy: it would kill you, and one Irishwoman is better
than a dozen Englishmen, even conscientious ones !
There are wasps here.  One walked up my leg yester-
day, but we parted amicably.   They never sting me
and I never kill them.   We are affinities.   Perhaps I
was one in my last incarnation!
.	.	September u.
You don't say anything about your health in the
letter just received and I feel anxious. Esther does
not look too well in the photo either. It's awful for
you two dear old crocks that somebody" else's detest-
able war keeps you out of Italy. But why don't you

